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TheWay "That Cute Matty" Pitched Made a "Fan" of Kate Carew
She Went to "Cover" Her First Game of Baseball

in Fear, Trembling and Utter Ignorance, but
the National Fever Infected Her and

She Will Never Recover from It.

Kale (nrew Is now In Europe for The
Tribune. She will Interview there peroons
,|MI reniv\n In the tlelda of otate« raft,

literature, art. mu letv. ete.. i« worldwide,
and. he/rinnlntt ne\l Siindav. will five to

The Tribune'-, render«, her < hara« terUtl«-
hrlicrit < ri»p. hmnoroii* portrait«« of «hese

¦.naaaSjeS ¡n »or«! a» well as. in -.ketch

'/y-vfi you mean to tell me that you've
I 1 aastet seas a baseball name?"
-1.*»* exriaimed my editor in a tone In

which reproach and p.«m were mingled.re¬
proach that one of my years should have
Jived In vain, or at least Indifferent to this
diversion so dear to the heart of the Amer¬

ican man. and pain that such things could
he. in this enlightened açe.

¦.Cross my heart and hop.» to die,"' I

chirped flippantly. "Never seen a baseball

pame. a baseball field, a fan or a rooter

"What's more, I've never wanted to

.a;>. dears, for a moment my heart went
at I sa-vv myself dismissed for in-

competency rising from lack of Journalistic
enterprise and enthusiasm. And the worst

of it ws», up to that moment I'd always
rather prided myself on my Isolated and
distinguished ignorance of the national"

game.
Weil, all he said was:

What a wasted life'"
Then he clutched h»s head in both hands,

his elbows resting tensely on his desk.you
kn"«\v' the sort of "I'm a ruined man" atti¬
tude, don't you? The deserted father and
the bankrupt husband always assume the

same pose un the stage.

A STRICKEN EDITOR.
After a while he sighed a sigh that was

first eooatll to a sob
Really I don't know when I've been so

touched. It was dreadfully pathetic. I
wanted to console him for his shattered
faith In me. but I didn't dare, for I had a

horrid fear that if he didn't change the pose
soon I'd surely "pipe my eye-' and that*

with me? I'm afraid every time be spoke
of a run I railed it - stretch in the nex!
breath, and I know 1 had vague visions ol
th«« Giants i.ic ing home, under a blue rib¬
bon, like two-legged horses.
Oh. girls, I did wish it was going to be

a horse race, with all the nice littl»- jo-keys
galloping along on their beautiful beasts
and crowds of -tunning looking women and
excited men shouting and applauding. A
sigh for 'he good old raring days that are

gone. N'ot that your auntie ever knew
murh about raring, either, but at least its

plcturesquenese appealed to her a*sthetl.*
soul, and she had a feeling that baseball
was going to be ugly and rommonplare.

A TERRIBLE REVELATION.
By the time we got to Brooklyn Bridge

my Official Bscoii knew the orrid truth
about m«> and the depths of my Ignorance.
But do you think he welched?
Not he.
He led me up the steps and into the

train th.it was going to «,.ik and rumble
and whittle us way to Washington Park,
and he never onoe showed all the con¬

tempt he must have had for m<* Indeed.
we discoursed pleasantly of the lands tpei
and srsterscapes visible from the bridge,
while the wheels rattled out a chorus
which sounded to me like "Home runs,

rooters, rooters, home i uns." as the\ s-1>» -1

along.
But I felt we must hie us back to the

subject of the game, so T threw myself
upon the Srortlng One's mercy. 1 told him
of my wasted years, and how I had gloried
In my shame I begged him to help me. to

let me Rather from his great store of
learning some glimmerings of an idea as

to what 1 was going to do and see in the
far end of Brooklyn
Oh, but h« was kind, my dears. He be¬

came my counsellor and guide from that
moment.
It's really always better to he square

with people, and besides if It so hard to

keep on pretending a knowledge of what

EVERYBODY YELLED. AND I GOT SO EXCITED THAT I PIPED "O-OH!

O-OH'" TO THE MAN WHO WAS BEATING IT ROUND THE TRACK.

Isn't at all the sort of thing to do in ai

editor's office.beside«, your auntie doesn'

weep as gracefully as she does some othe

things. Bo I Just gulped back my tears

The scene m ís-t re lifted, but how?
I thought of saving airllv. "Life would b«

endurable but for Its pastimes," or som<

Other fool thing like that. Just to make hin

mad so that he would tome out of hi!
trance of grief. Bui I did not have to trj
that.
«Suddenly ho roused himself.Just ilk*

that.Jerklty Jerk, all 1s ended, fudge! A

wonderful light came stealing on tipto«
over his countenance. He beamed hopefully
upon me and I lightened up also, for thai

eighth sense of mine had got a wireles*
from his mental battery and it read:

"It is not too late to learn 1'*
And then the sparks flew.
Now. bv a curious coincidence, at this

verv moment the door opened and in came

the sporting editor.
Girls, he was on his way to a baseball

game!
Then your A inl Kate knew It was base¬

ball, too, for her. or Ignominy. She cast a

startled ha.-<» look around for a way of es-

esjjM No »he threw a distracted
Bister Ann j- out of th«-- window for
signs of rair,
No luck!

OFF TO THE BALL FIELD.
Then, in a flash, she assumed that blrdy-

eycd. eager-tolearn air as a mask for her
rt-slgne«! convl. tlons and settled down to
the worst.
Aren't We deceivers, my deax? But what

can one lone, female who has spent her life
sidestepping th«- lure of the hypnotic base¬
ball do when she finally finds herself
brought to bay. trapped by an enthusiastic
editor and a inoro enthusiastic sport'.ig edi¬
tor?
60, as I've told you, being adaptable, your

Aunt Kate threw herself into her new part
with the fervor of a Bernhardt or a Clara
Morris, and In a Jiffy acquired a sporting
sort of air. 1 haven't studied people for
nothing, and I know the baseball face, the
wild-eyed-U-fore-the-gamo- glare. I caught
it I rniif-t have, because it deceived the
sporting editor for a time, and when the
great man from his desk suggested that
the sporting one take mo to the game he
seemed glad to do so and treated me at

as a kindred kouI. talking to me as
man to man.
He little knew that most of his conversa¬

tion was like Ohoctaw to me.
What had I to do with home runs or

¦borne stretches and what had they to do

yu don't knots ar.d never did know and
never could understand, yes, he certainly
va« a forgiving nature
"How long does it take to play a game?"

I ventured as we neared the grounds.
"They say art is longer »han life."
".Vine innings/' he replie«].
Nine Innings," I murmur.-d. "Oh. really."
"Three outs," be elucidated.
Mercy. I saw my finish if the Guide and

Counsellor could not come down to my
level and talk lay language. I found my
self whispering mechanically; "Well, if
there are nine innings to a game and three

outs to an inning, how many Inns are

there tc* an outing?" Just like "Alice In
Wonderland," and I knew I'd better keep
a firm hold on mvseif, so I asked, dis¬
creetly and Intelligently, I think:
"How long i* an out?"
"Three strikes sometimes, sonetim.-s

caught out, out running or at has.". All
depends."
My dears, wasn't that cryptic? j nearly

MY EAGLE EYE DETECTED "MATTY" IN THE ACT OF THROWING A SPITBALL.AT LEAST, IT LOOKED
JUST LIKE HIS DESCRIPTION OF ONE.

retired vanquished, but long y»srs at th
Biter«.lewlng gime hav» given me a humh!.
spirit and t.-iught me that tenacity Is t Pu

better part '.f valor, so I persisted.
'.How long are strikes, out caught* an'

outs and things either running or ba«i

style?" I d-manded all in one breath.

I must confess T smiled to mvself her»
I felt I had him. No one could solve i

Problem like that all In a minute, and 1

falrlv lumped When he answered.
"Instantaneous, usually«-«nap! just ilk«

that no time a» all "

Phew! Aga'n I almost gav» It up, but

m»_d<> one more gasping effort.
"How long In actual hours and minute«

Is a game?
" N* hour and I half, about It depend!

on how man.- Innings they play."
Th.it was mv last I mentally threw u|

my hands. Maybe the light would dawr

when I saw them p'ay. Anyway, I felt the

time had come to talk of things other than
the duration of the gam*, so I asked s

different kinds of question.
"Do you think women ever understand

baseball?'*
"Oh. a few. My sister does "

These hicky women blessed with nr'th
m'-tlral and scientific minds, to whom Inn¬

ings and outings and strikes and pitches
are all in the day's enjoyment, I envied
them. But what I said was.

MATTY'S DISCOURAGING WORDS.

"You see, I've never really taken It up
seriously myself, beCSUSS when I Inter

Viewed Msthewson he told me it was quite
Impossible for women to understand the

fine points of the game as men do, and I

thought he ought to know."
Mv Counsellor preserved a dls»ereet silence.

I guess he was beginning to agree with
Mathewson, but he didn't like to be dis¬
couraging, and as T was feeling quite
eheered up and chatty again I begged him
to give me some Information about the

players, who so modestly banded them-
eelvee together as Giants and Superbas.
Here he was most responsive, and told me
Interesting tales of the pitching prowess of
"Matty," how he studied the weak points
Of his opponents and gave cute, little twirls
S»l cuts to the ball to fool them, and how

he used Ms head «o «ave his nrms He ex¬

patiated on "Laughing i.«--- the t.i"-r.

end on the Beau Brummel of Ih«
.Vid, "Rube" ICarqusrd, y« lepl Mr 1
d* Mar. who «ir'\ iw ir, I-

about h's tie« and bellev« ->rd of
gush in «he mash notei he r«

spoke, too. uf th«* "A 'and
the "Ten Thousind Dollai Lemon
"Riff f'hlef" Meyer.« and M< rkle. th
baseman, «nd heaps <.f other thing
it t,..,«me kind of Chinese putsle to me
bv and by trying to sort out the be
from «he bats and the ****» Ultles" from the
"lemotis," and l waanl irry when we got
to the grounds.
My OffWlal Kscnrt merely si owed a «-mit!

bul pot« ni pass, whereas i had to have a

ticke« purchased for me, and go In B round¬
about way and w;i't pat ently t:l! the Spirt¬
ing Kditor camo and found me an«l pllotted
me to our seats.

HISTORY IN THE MAKING.

The aime was on'
There wr» the m< n distributed over the

diamond The «"liants. In gray, w"h bitch
and white stockings and black «p*. The
Buperbaa In white And round th«
were hundreds and hundreds of men and
wom'n, all concentrating on the little group
of baseball players. There was the tdli n
of a «rreat event. IVnsdv the male por¬
tion of the onlookers puffed away at long
black clears.

I palpitated. I knew we had come at a

crucial .moment. Ehren the Sporting Ed
itor spoke with bated breath:
"Second inning, first half, first'« over."

Wasn't it clever of him to know where«
they were all in a minuto Ilk»» that?

And, then, oh, my dears, something did
happen. .

There was Matty, looking like a sun

god. standing sepiar« In the full limelight, as

It were. He wore a calm go SS TOtl pISSSS
sort of expression, but his sye WSJ hawk¬
like He raised his arm casually and
easily, and whizz Went the ball through
the air!

It was a spit ball. I heitere Ve» know.
the kind he moistens twlca «*i«h his
fingers and makes drop about where he

SOME CHARAGTERlSTiC>TJJTüPE-1.0.F-..Jtt_;jPJ-AY-__»

It Isn't AH Clear in Her Mind Even Now, AH That
Business About Pinch Hitters, Three-Baggers

and Spit Balls, but She Certainly Knows
What the Baseball Thnii Is.

But It just came into my head, and, b-*

a child of nature, I out with it.
To be honest, [ don't know whethei

meant Matty or the spit hall was chat

Ing. It was Matty I was looking at mc

ly. T had sepn him only once hefore, \

know, and then he was very beautiful
green clothes.tie. shirt, socks, all emera

and they were most becoming. Gray did

suit him quite so well, but he certaii
was a dramatic and picturesqu»« figure
the same as he stood there in th* St

light, with his cap Jerked over one eye,

great shoulders thrown back, every muse

taut, and his hody perfectly poised, rea

for any necessary gyration.

WORSHIPPING AT MATTY'S SHRIN

Girls, your Aunt Kate joined the art

shippers at Matty's shrine in those fe

seconds. Oh, the subtlety of the pltchei
art'
"Thre* out. 'nnlng ended," remarked n

Counsellor, while i was still gazing
Matty of the Diamond.
'Isn't Mattv going to throw any more

I asked wistfully.
"Oh, yes. after he bats They change oi

you see, play awhüe, then bat."
I watched Matty's progress off the gre«

to a long low house at one side of the ba

ting place. It looked to me like an extend'
kennel Could it bo posslMe-
"What la that low building?" I question«

the Sporting Editor.
"Oh. that's the bench where the plnjret

slt?"
"Where they rest, you mean; hut I don

see any bench."
"It's inside." Of course It was, b'

teally I must sav It was a very crampe

and disorderly looking plao» for the po»"
.lears to rest. It was all Uttered up wit

sweaters and caps and other odds an.l end:

Just as men generally manage to get an

amount of Bpace, If left to themselves fo

a time
The Sporting Editor s-rew infornrv'tl'

Sgnfn at this point and he told me how th

game was going -that the Gtsntl were W <l:

Ing up and that the Superbas were p!i"
Ing languidly, as If their minds wc re o,

other things He shower) me Ehb.'s
one of those baseball magnates, who owi

the teams, h-iv men outright and In fa<

seem to run the whole organization of th-

national game, which 's about as compl!
.a ted as a borough council. H*»a!so pointe,
out McGraw, who wins pennants with th(
«Wants.
The-v didn't look a hit sporting either: cot

a sort of a hard-working father of a fam-

I lly appearance, both of them.

THE BEST OF FRIENDS.

Do they hate each other.the two

.elms'"' I asked, doing the "Helen's

Babies" act again, but I've got suet« g

thirst for Information
Dear me. no," laughed th» Sporting Pd*

tor. "Best of friends. Baseball's more

-o..«matured than.than"-
"Prize fighting or politics." I Interpol if .1

"Yes, it is much more ami« abl». Most of

these players have been team mates at on.*

fans, rooting for the downtrodden 3a
perhis "

\v. 11. my dears. 1 am afraid I never dl
get really into the spirit of the game til

|U t toward «he end. and then I woke uf
The Giants were plaving in fine style,
could tell that. Sometimes a man woul«
give me a fearful star«. He would fal
flat, from choi.e. you know, and he'd slid
along, it seemed tor miles, m an effort t«

beat the ball. Then he d get up covere«

with dirt and glory. He'd stolen a base!
At last I got a real baseball thrill. I

was grand. It was like this:
Whiz-z-z went a ball hurtling through thi

air. C-r-rack went the bat awaiting It
and away flew the white bullet square lnt«
th* grandstand, where spectators and at
tendants grabbed for It as if It had beet
the Kohinoor diamond.
A home run, a home run'." shouted everj

one.

"A home run, a home run!" piped I also
Run. you!'' howled the crowd to th«

spi inters.
On dashed the players, to and fro swayed

the onlookers. "O-oh. o-oh, o-oh, hooray.'
squealed your Aunt Kate. (

AUNT KATE MOUNTS A CHAIR.

[ Oh, girls! I never was more wrought uï
in my life Your little female relative for«
got her years and scrambled to the top ol
'her s«at like a squirrel and perched there,
chanting a sort of paean of "O-ohs!" and
"A-ahs!"
They did it. the Giants! They got wher«

th y wanted to The crowd gave on«

mighty sigh of relief and burst into a storm

of applause. I stormed on my little own.

The light had dawned. I'd c.-iught the
fever. I va» a baseball enthusiast. Isn't
it funnv how the greatest things com«

along suddenly like that?
Then, v.he-n it was all over. I sat down

and wond. red wluft had happened and why
it meant so much to me.

I really was o'ilte limp lor a while, and
when the Sporting Editor told me the game
«.vis ended and the Clants had won I mov«*d
along quite apathetically to the gates.

I aottced other people seemed to feel th«
same way. Got quiet all In a moment.
Elderly men settled «heir spectacles on

th.-lr noses with precision and put their
umbrellas under their arms. Matrons who
had h.-.-n beside themselves with enthusiasm

I the flowers In their honnets quit«
Calmly, pretty girls giggled over their wild
Indian behavior of a few minutes befor«
and youths lit fresh cigarettes and chatted
wisely of "lily white mushes" and "spit-
halls.'' "drops'* and "pinch hitters," etc.

Yes. I'm sure I've caught It, the national
fever, and I'm glad I have. A home t***.n
thrill is a wonderful thing. I know a cer¬

tain small boy who shall begin playing at

rh<- game In somebody's back yard or a

vacant lot. If his Aunt Katie has anything
:o say about It.

It certainly is a good thing to put aside
office worrl«-fl and home cares and school
trials, to go out for an hour or two in
the sunshine and soft freeze? and concen¬

trât.» on that little group of players on a

diamond shaped stage with a bat and a ball

SHERLOCKING FOR THE BALL WHEN THE AMERICAN BEAUTY STOLE THIRD BASE.

pienses, so that it foils the batsman's best
intentions He did it this time. Even I
kn»w it was something of a stunt, and the
row»] »» !|ed with Joy.
"Charming' I cried enthusiastically
Now, wasn't that a silly adjective to use?

time or another, so they've reason to cult

vate solidarity."
"And what about the umpires?" I cor

tinned Do they ever come in on the soli

darlty scheme?"
| "No," said the Sporting Editor "The:
don't. Theirs Is a sort of hangman's job
Thev are powerful, but never popular."
"Of course, I am beginning to see lot

of ,sood points in the game," I said polite
ly. "But It distresses me that they are s<

untidy about everything. Th* mea look S(

dingy and dirty, and thev fling their cap-.

and mittens about Just like naughty little

boys The balls are the only things the>
really look after. How many do they use-

about a dozen ?"
No, no," said the Sporting Editor. I

shade Impatiently "One ball.that Is, one

at n time."
"One for each side?"
"No; one for both sides."
"But I've seen a dozen balls at least

Which Is the ball? The one they keep tiuir

eyes on, isn't It?"
"Any one.it doesn't make any defer¬

ence."
My dears. I «ask you, could you hope"to

understand that man?
Personally. I consider the housekeeping

of baseball wretched and extravagant.

ADMIRATION IS IMPARTIAL.

Just then there was a great outburst cf

cheering. I supposed that Matty had done

something characteristically brilliant, hut

not at all. »Someb-ody on the other side

had done something at Matty s expense.
"soaked him." as my counsellor put it.

It did seem mighty mean to cheer a man

one moment and cheer the chap who
soaked him the ne\t.
"I thought the fans liked Matty." I

ventured, provoked at such disloyalty.

L _____________
iiyM -°* TheM «"". Brooklyn

and youth, skill and vigor for stage prop«
erties. . _*_

A NEW PROFESSION.
Harry Furnlss. the celebrated English

cartoonist, was asked In New York how.
England avoids the trust evil.
"England has Its trusts," said Mr. Fun»

nls-« W'«. have many powerful trusts.»
the thread trust, for example. But our
trusts art» not exposed by the press, as
yours are They avoid investigation by the
government, as yours do not."
Mr. Furnlss turned over the pages of

his morning paper.
"Mv paper is full of trust Investigation

MWS." bs Bald. "But these Investigations
-what do they accomplish? Very little,
ind.-ed. if there is any truth In a story I
heard,
"Two music hall proprietors. In this

stor«.. were discussing their programme.
How about that mathematical phe¬

nomenon? Where Is he now?" asked the
senior partner. 'His turn Is popular; we
might put him on. Wonderful the way he
could Juggle figures.'

The junior partner shook his head.
" He will never Juggle figures for ufl

again.' he said. 'He's making a fortune
now preparing reports for trusts about to
be Investigated by the Senate committee»' "

THE MODERN ENGLISHMAN.
L»sdy Duff Gordon, at a tea at the Plana

In New York, praised American */lvaclty.
"Your high spirits and your humor.'* she

said, "are very refreshing to us English.
An Englishman, you know, is so very dull
and stolid and limited. Your modern Eng¬
lishman, Indeed, might be described as one
who plays golf all day and talks of nothing
except bridge, while he plays bridge alii
night and talks of nothing «except t*jiX»**. _


